THE  MOVEMENT  IN THE  SOUTH
Everywhere there were signs of recent fighting, and In
the villages and towns the burnt churches and sacked
houses showed that the Reds had passed there, and had
been defeated only after they had taken their usual toll
of lives and had committed their customary crimes. In
each village now, however, there were Civil Guards and
Fascist volunteers, and, again at each cross-roads, I had to
stop and show my credentials. It was even hotter than
it had been on the road in Portugal, and each time we had
to overtake a column of military lorries we were almost
blinded by the dense clouds of white dust.
Finally, the towers and spires of Seville showed rose-
coloured in the evening sky, and my long journey was over.
General Queipo de Llano received me the moment I
presented my credentials and, with that complete frank-
ness which by now I was accustomed to expect, he told
me the tale of the early days of the rising in Seville which
I have already related. The General was wearing a restful
mufti suit of white tussore—the usual wear of a Spanish
gentleman in the south. There were two things that he
said which struck me most, for they were proffered without
hesitation, and at that time they answered two very
important questions. The first was as follows: "I am not
in this movement for any motive of personal ambition
I will maintain myself in the south, and I accept with
willing discipline the fact that the government of the
country as a whole has been put in the hands of Generals
Franco and Mola, both of whom are men I admire. I
well remember that more than ten years ago the French
Marshal Lyautey told me there were two soldiers who
would make the world resound with their names. The
first was General Graziani and the second was General
Franco.'*
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